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The Traged e of . 

* But ror thy world enjoying but this land 

? a ^ 7 T?** to**** nJieuZ; 

Land-loro of England art thou now not, nor Kino ^ 

Aad,^? l ‘"'‘ sbo »^=t° I hci^ JC,ng ’ 

— A K ™&' . M lunatick leane-witted foole 

Now by my Seates rightHoyaJInuicdm 

Thatb / 1 H a *i h “ F “b“^i°oSS £ ‘ <W ‘ 6ronnc ’ 

,, y^Haft , b h°° d i r<ad> '> bbodw Pdlican, ' 

Whorofairc IcfS, K^"n mo “ft?'” 8 r ° u,e > 

^t«apreCdeO t andwi t „eircgoo S d!^ PPyfOU,e! ’ 

To42SSS5s^5S23r ’ 

Heloucs you on my life, and holds you deer<* 

Iw^R ? ke ° f H , erford - W bcbeerc ' 



* j iiclfdrfoh Second, 

torth.My commend* «“*»* 

^ What fay eshee* .,; . , > C) " (Maicftic* 

iV^.Nothingiall is faydj _ 

His tongue is now a ftringlefte lnltrumcnt, . . ,. , 

Words,life, and alLold La»cajter hath fpent. >. 

rW* Be r«M»e next that mufl be banckrout lo, 
Though Death he poorest ends* mortall wo, / 

Kmu The ripeftFruite firft falles and fo doth he } 

His ti me is fpent, our pilgrimage mu ft be : , 

So much for that. Nowforour/r^Warres:. 

Wemufl fupplant thoferoughrug-headed kernes. 

Which liuelike venome, where no venomc clfc 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affay res do aske home charge. 

Towards ourafsiftance we dofeazeto vs, 

The Plate, Coyne, Reuenewes, and moueablcs 
Whereof our V nckle Gaunt did (land potreft, 

York?. How long (hall 1 be patient i Ah how long 
Shall tender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Gtocefters death, nor Herfords bamflunent. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor England? priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrookc 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace, 

Haue eqer made me lower my patient checke, 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face : 

I amthelaft of the noble E»*rds Sonnes, - 
Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

1 n Warre, was neuer Lion rage more fiercer 
In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe mote milde 
Thcn was that young and Princely Gentleman t 
'* His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

AccompKlhtwith anumberofthy houres.} 

But when he frowned,itw«asagainft the French, ■ 

Andnotagainfthis Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winne what he dieffpend, and fpent not that 
Which his trinmphantFathers hand hadwonne r 
’ His hatids wereguiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloodv with theenemifes of his kinne. 
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